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ii 



Sea is wie bucket full with gold-dust, 

Un ship is little piece of dirt 

What Somebody would snap out pretty soon 

With His finger. 



in 



Sea is still 

Wie God was asleep. 

Sometimes he breathes very slow. 



WIND 



Wind hunches his shoulders, 

Un shivers behind deck-house. 

He would like to be im tropics now. 

ii 

Wind jumps at the luff of sails, 

Slides down on his belly 

With legs all spread-eagled, 

Tumbles off boom, 

Un goes round un round companionway- 

Like crazy cat shasing his tail. 

[143] 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 



in 



Wind is lazy stevedore 

Which comes along 

Un dumps sacks of spices, 

Un shuffles away singing, 

"Yankee ship came down the river." 



MOON 

When moon comes up on dark sea 
It is wie woman's hair 
In mine face. 

CAUTIOUS 

Im foggy night 

Ship goes along 

Wie nice girl which is got by mistake 

Im sailors' boarding-house 

Un sneaks out after dark. 

Her dress makesit small slippery noise, 
Un boards squeak in rotten floor 
From hall-way. 

APPARITION 

Deck was dark wie inside of cow 
[144] 



